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NCE upon a time there was a poor miller who wished the king to 
think him a great man. So one day he told the king that he hada 
beautiful daughter who could spin straw into gold. 
“Wonderful!” said the king. “If your daughter is so clever, bring 
her to the palace, and I will put her to the test.” 





The miller took the girl to the palace the next day. The king led 
her to a room full of straw, and giving her a spinning wheel and 
spindle, he said, “Now set to work. If you have not spun all the straw 
into gold by dawn, you shall die.” Then he went away. 

Left alone with her task, the poor girl began to ery. 





Suddenly the door opened and in stepped a tiny little man who said, 
“Good evening, Miss Millermaid, why do you weep so bitterly?” 

“T don’t know how to spin this straw into gold.” she confessed. 

“What will you give me if I spin it for you?” asked the man. 

“My handsome necklace!” the girl offered quickly. 





The tiny man took the necklace and started to spin. Whir! Whir! 
Whir! went the wheel as the straw turned into gold. By morning all 
the straw was spun, and the bobbins were full of gold. 

The king was surprised and happy to see the gold. But he was 
greedy. He took the girl into a larger room and told her if she valued 





her life to spin all the straw in that room into gold before morning. 
Again the poor girl cried, and again the little man came and said, 
“What will you give me if I spin this straw for you?” 

“The ring from my finger!” the girl said quickly. 

The man took the ring. The wheel sang. Soon the straw was spun. 





Still the king was not satisfied. He took the miller’s daughter into 
a yet larger room full of straw and said: “If you spin all this straw into 
gold this night, you shall become my bride.” 

When the girl was alone, the little man came for the thir d time. 

“What will you give me if I spin this straw into gold?” he asked. 
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“T have nothing more to give!” wept the poor girl. And the tiny 
man said, “Promise me that when you are queen you will give me your 
first child.” 

The unhappy girl did not know what to do, but at last she promised. 
When the king came, the straw was all spun into shining gold. 
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At last the king was satisfied. He made the miller’s daughter his 
queen. She forgot about the little man and was very happy when her 
beautiful baby boy was born. Then one day, all of a sudden, the little 
man appeared. “Now give me what you promised!” he said. 

The queen offered him all her riches if he would allow her to keep 





her baby. When he refused, she wept so sorrowfully that the little man 
felt pity for her. 
“If you can guess my name in three days, you may keep him,” he said. 
The queen thought of all the namesshe knew. Shesent a messenger 
out to learn of any new names. On the third day he returned. He said, 





“On a hill I saw a funny little man dancing around a fire, singing: 
“Tomorrow I brew, today I bake 
And then the child away I’1] take; 
For little deems my little dame 
That Rumpelstiltzkin is my name!’”’ 





Soon the little man came. “What is my name?” he asked the queen. 

“Ts it Conrad?” But he shouted, “That’s not my name!”’ 

“Ts it Harry?” guessed the queen. Again he said, “No!” 

“Ts it Rumpelstiltzkin?” At that he screamed, “Some demon told 
you!” and stamped so hard he sank out of sight and was seen no more. 


